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Roll, rock-sidling ocean-fields

Swirl and swing of tragic waves

Searching a million of miles

Restlessly, for lost wonders,

Trundling, treading god-silenced

Atlantis' forlorn acres;

Waves here part, swathes of flowers

Where beautiful that flood-face

Floats, wrung fawn from heartbroke seas;

Eyewells sadly disturbing

Upturned, remote passages

Of time and world's wandering

No ice relates, retails no

Love, but wounds with petal and

Stem the air with colour, smells

Sea-pink (wreaths), tears her breasts weep

Where quicksilvershards-

like, elver-choirs play;
Is suddenly like child drowning gone
While furious water-miles blot the sun;
Dark blood swells from the earth and heaven
Files madchariots of winds, clash, hurtle,
Blackness over us is, shark-teeth bolts
Shot, sealoud thunder of rock, mountain,
Uttermost rock tarn to, air strained is ;
Where once was whitedeep with stars, chasm and
Mountain clash, clash cavern and abyss;
Now in a whirl of things torn loose, Matterhorn
"And the Andes uprooted heel over, earth
Showers like blossoms lilac-shed, not falling

Melted with tears, here silence silencing with
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